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land to Cadiz, and then by sea to Messina, where
we saw the horrid traces of the earthquake. I
remember, madam, to have already told you all
this in detail, and you also are aware how, after
a year's Stay in Italy, crossing the Samt-Gothard
pass, and seeing in Valois the glaciers, baths, and
salt springs, we found ourselves at the beginning
of the winter at Lausanne, where a certain likeness
attached me to you, where your house became a
refuge to me, and your kindness a consolation.
I have now only to tell you about my unhappy
Cahste.

I received her reply to my letter )us\ before
sailing. She lamented her fate, but she approved
my resolution and my journey, and prayed that it
would be fortunate. She also wrote to my father
to thank him for his compassion, and to ask his
forgiveness for any sorrow she might have caused
him.

The winter came.   I ord L------'s uncle did not

make a good recovery from his gout, and she
decided to remain in London. He was indeed
seriously ill for some time, and she often passed
her days and portions of her nights in nursing him.
When he was better he attempted to entertain her
and to enliven himself by inviting to his house men
of the firs! society in London. There were big
dinners and rather noisy suppers, after which
gaming often went on far into the night; and he
liked Gdiste to grace the assembly until it broke up,

At other times he pressed her to go into society,